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The Trdgedy <^Hamlct 

Let not the royallbcd ofDenmarkebe ■* 

A couch for luxury and damned inceft. 

But hovvfomeuer chou purfues this aft, 

Tain c not thy m'mde,nor let thy foule contriue 
Againft tliy mother oughtjeauc herto heauen. 

And to thofc thornes that in her bofomc lodge 
To pricke and fting her.-fare thee well at once. 

The Gloworme (Lewes the matine to be ncere 
And gins to pale his vneffeftuall fire, 
Adicw,adiew,adiew,rcmemberme. 

Ham. O all you holl of hcanenlO earth! what elfc, 
And (ball I coupple hell,0 fic!hold,my heart. 

And you my finnovves;grow not inftant old. 

But beare me fvviftlyvp; remember xhec, 

1 thou poore Ghofi whiles memory holds a feate 
In thisdiftrafted glob e, remember thee, 

Yea,from the table of my memory 
He wipe away all triuiall fond records. 

All fawe of bookes,all formes, all preflures paft 
Tbatyouthand obferuation coppied there. 

And thy commandcmcnt all alone (hall liue. 
Within the booke and volume of my braine 
Vnmix* with bafer matter, yes by hcaueu. 

O moll prcnicious woman. 

Ovillaine,vilIaine, lmiling damned villaine. 

My tables, meet it is I fee it downe 

That one may ftnile and finile,and be a villaine* 

At Laft I am fare it may be fo in Denmarkc. 

So Vnde, there you are,now to my word. 

It is adew,adcw, remember me. 

Ihaucfworn’e. 

Enter Herat io } and ^MarceUuJ. 

H ora. My Lord, my Lord. 
t^Mdr. Lord hamlet* 

Hora. Heauens lccurehim, 

Ham. So be it* 

Mar, I!lo,bo,ho t my Lord. 
k Ham. Hillo > ho,ho > boy come^nd come. 
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Prince of Denmarke. 

Mar. How i'fl my noble Lord ? 

Hora. 0,wonderfull! 

I lor. Good my Lord tell it. 

H am. No, you will rcuealc it. 

Hora Not I my Lord by heauen/ 

Mar . Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then, would hart of man once tbinke it, 
But you’Ie be ferret. 

Ik/Mbyheauen. 

ham. There’s ncuer a villaine, 

Dwelling in all Denmarke 
But hee's an arrant knaue. 

Hora. There needs no Ghoft my Lord, come from the grauo 
To tell vs this. 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right. 

And fo without more circumftance at all, 

I hold it fit that we fhake hands and parr/ 

You, as your bufinefie and defirc {ball point you, 

Foreucry man hath bufinefie and defire 
Such as it island for my ownc poore part 
I will goc pray. 

Her*. Thefe are but wilde and whurling words my Lor 
Ham I am forry they offend you heartily, 

Yes faith hartily. / 

Hora, There s no offence my Lord. 

fW Yes by Saint Pd/Wc^but there is Uoratit, 

And much offence to, touching this vifion htere. 

It is an honeft Choft.that Jet me tell you, 
or your define to know whit is betweene vs, 
re-mailter t as you may,and now good friends. 

As you arc friends,fcho]icrs,and fouldiers, 

' J,ue Me oncpoorc requeft. 

|W What i’ll my Lord, tve will. 

1 T m j kth 7 ne w, “ t y° u haue feeoe to n5 g ht > 

My Lord we Will not. 6 

”**• Nay but fwear’t. 

In faith my Lord not I. 

Nor 1 my Lord in faith. 



